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The  Essential  Dancer 


What  are  the  essentials?  They  are  the 
missing  element,  hidden  from  our 
definitions  and  inaccessible  to  the 
freer-than-free  labor  force.  In  the 
language  of  the  dancer,  dance  isn’t  just 
essentials.  The  essentials  are  there, 
somewhere  inside,  but  dance 
elongates,  elaborates  and  even 
abandons  the  essentials  in  order  to 
produce  time.  Because  opposite  to  the 
utilitarian  concept  of  using  time 
pragmatically  for  possible  results, 
dance  twists  time  and  hops  over  it  and 
stretches  it  and  celebrates  its  longevity 
in  a few  generously  partied-away 
moments  that  breathe  happier  than  the 
economy-educated  time-organizer  can 
imagine. 


The  clock  doesn’t  hover  over  the 
dancer  and  the  waiter  doesn’t  have  to 
wait  on  the  dancer,  because  she,  for 
once,  is  the  free  agent  of  her  flesh, 
tackling  her  own  muscles  and  thereby 
glorifying  her  lifespan  in  these  liberated 
chunks  of  time  which  she  tosses 
around  at  will.  Sitting  on  her  butt,  she 
stands  up  against  traditional  time  and 
protests  its  tyranny,  and  no  earthmoving 
equipment  is  strong  enough  to  hold 
back  her  enterprise:  wedding  the 
essentials  to  the  unessentials,  in 
defiance  of  drudgery  and  obligation, 
right  here,  right  now  and  only  now. 


The  dancer  lives  sumptuously  because 
she  elevates  even  the  most  deprived 
humdrum  occasions  to  their  absurd 
potential.  And  with  one  sweep  of  the 
hand  she  wipes  away  all  traces  of  the 
frugal  system  of  time  consumption  that 
pretends  to  feast  on  abundance  and 
yet  shivers  and  starves  in  its 
machinofactured  speed. 


Life  without  dance  is  uninvented, 
because  dance  invents  life.  And  life, 
which  is  a mudpuddle,  needs  dance  in 
order  to  be  jumped  into,  and  that  jump 
sends  the  mud  flying  and  clarifies  life’s 
fickle  may-be-or-may-be-not  intentions. 
In  our  culture  these  intentions  are 
heartbreakingly  non-existent  and 
unneeded  for  the  routine  growth  of 
individual  and  society  alike.  And  yet, 
even  our  most  deprived  muscles  intend 
to  be  happy  and  yearn  to  jump  out  of 
where  they  are  into  the  life-mudpuddle. 


